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OF THIS BOROUGH. ANOTHER ILLUSTRIOUS 
BROOKLYN NATIVE, HENRY MILLER, CALLED 
■THE CITY OF THE DEAD, THE NEAR-DEAD 
AND THE DEADER-THAN-DEAD.' I'M 
V SURE THAT DIDN'T EXACTLY > 
-- BOOST ITS IMAGE. 
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ESTHER WOULD COMEBACK LATER, OF COURSE. 
SLEFF ON THE COUCH. AND THEN SHE'D BE UP 
AND OUT TO WORK THE NEXT M0KNIN6. 




























ESTHER FREAKED WHEN I BROUGHT 
HIM UP TO THE APARTMENT. SHE'S 
30T THIS THING WITH ANIMALS. 


E A DOG OR CAT SO MUCH AS BRUSHES 
JP A6AINST HER, SHE HAS COHH1PTIONS. 
CKEEPy-CRAWLIES. IT'S ONLY A MATTER 
OF TIME TILL THE RED DEATH REAPPEARS 
WHO KNOWS P MAYBE SHE'D MET HER OWN 
MONSTRO WHEN SHE WAS A KID 
AND NEVER GOT OVER IT. 


BUT JUST SAY NO 
WASN'T IN ESTHER'S VOCABULARY 
HER UNIVERSE REVOLVED AROUND 
HER CHILDREN, AND SHE'D BE DAMNED 
IE HER KIDS WERE GOING TO GO WITHOUT. 
IF WE WANTED SOMETHING, ANYTHING, 
SHE'D FIND A WAY TO GET IT FOR US. 
AND DOMINICK— IN HIS WARPED, 
ILLOGICAL FASHION-WAS 





SO X KNEW THAT 
DESPITE ESTHER'S 
PROTESTATIONS- 


S YOU WANT TO > 
FEED THE DOG? FINE. 
YOU WANT TO CLEAN HIM UP.. 
GIVE HIM A BATH? FINE. YOl 



BUT JUST FOR ONE NIGHT. 
TOMORROW: OUT. HE'S GONE. 
DO YOU UNDERSTAND? J 














-BUT n WAS MY D06, AFTER 
























OVER THE NEXT FEW PAYS, ESTHER, TO HER 
ETERNAL CREDIT, PUT UP A VALIANT STRUGGLE, 
HER INDULGENT NATURE PUSHED TO ITS 
ABSOLUTE LIMITS. 
























J DUNNO. MAYBE 1 AM EXAGGERATING. MAYBE SOMEONE WALKED INTO THE ANIMAL SHELTER, HAD ONE LOOK 
AT THOSE EXQUISITE BROWN EYES, AND TOOK “BILBO" HOME. MAYBE HE LIVED A LONG AND HAPPY LIFE WITH 
A WONDERFUL FAMILY FAR MORE FUNCTIONAL THAN MINE WAS. 







-AIL I COULD SEE IN Mr MIND'S EYE 
WAS DOGGIE AUSCHWITZ. 
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WAS DETERMINED 

E VINCENT-- 

AVORITE UNCLE. 


I MET GREAT UNCLE VINCENT A FEW TIMES 
WHEN I WAS LITTLE. MV ONLY MEMORY IS 
OF THIS ANCIENT ITALIAN MAN, LEANING ON 
A CANE, HIS HUGE BUTT SPREAD OUT ON A 
LAWN CHAIR IN HIS GARDEN —LIKE MARLON 
BRANDO AT THE END OF "THE GODFATHER"- 

























AFTER ELEVEN YEARS OF HUMILIATION, HE'D HAD EN0U6H. HE MARCHED UP TO SCHOOL ONE DAY, PULLED t 
CLASS, DRAGGED ME TO THE OFFICE AND ANNOUNCED TO THE CLERK — AND TO ME/-—-THAT MY NAME 
CARL VINCENT SANTINI... IT WAS VINCENT CARL SANT1NI ! 








MY HAND,..EMBARRASSED BEYOND WORDS,.. AND SAY: 

















(’’KNOW NOW THAT 1 THINK ABOUT IT, THOSE COTS WEREN'T WEARIN6 UNIFORMS. THEY WERE 
PLAIN-CLOTHES DETECTIVES. OK AT LEAST THEY CLAIMED TO BE. 



’RIFIED AS I WAS-AND I WAS ALREADY IN TEAKS; I'M AMAZED I DIDN'T PISS IN MY PANTS 

I WASN'T STUPID. 1 ASKED THEM TO SHOW ME SOME l.D. 



















THAT DETECTIVE S FACE IS 
STILL CLEAR IN MY MIND. 
THE WHOLE MACHO MASK 
JUST DISAPPEARED IN AN 
INSTANT. I DON'T KNOW 
WHETHER THE GUY HAD KIDS 
OF HIS OWN OR IF HE WAS 
JUST STUNNEDBYTHE SI6HT 
OF THIS SNIVELING, SHAKING, 
OVERWEIGHT TWELYE-YEAR-OID 
WHO MANAGED —BARELY— 


' AND NO, I'M NOT A \ 
DRUG DEALER, AND 1 
PLEASE RING MY 
NEIGHBOR'S DOORBELL 
'CAUSE I'M NOT GONNA 
LET YOU IN THE APARTMENT 
UNLESS THERE'S A 1 
i CROWN-UP THAT 1 KNOW } 
\ HERE WITH / 



































































I COULD MAKE IT OUT MY DOOR AND UP THE STAIRS TO HIS RACE 
IN A80UT A MINUTE, WITHOUT GETTING WINDED. 













HE WAS THE KID WHO ALWAYS OOT IN FIOHTS-AND 

GENERALLY WON THEM. 






















BUT THE SIDEKICK/HEKO DYNAMIC WASN'T QUITE AS STRONG IN SEPTEMBER OF 1970. 
X HAD, HOWEVER LINCONSCIOUSIY, BEGUN CHAKT1N6 MY OWN ASCENT INTO HEROISM. 































